j8o                      A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

One thing is beyond doubt. All through Lent tEat year, and the
closer we drew to Easter, Brigitte Pian's worries took on more and
more the character of sheer terror. One evening she came into my
room without knocking. I was already in my bed, reading Domi-
nique, and the eyes I turned on the intruder were still full of the
imaginary sights from which I had been snatched.

"Aren't you asleep?" she asked in a shy, imploring tone.

She saw from my face that I resented being disturbed. If I had not
been in bed, I should have clasped my head in my hands, stuck my
fingers in my ears, and buried myself in my book in such a way as to
discourage her from persisting in her interruption. But there, be-
neath the sheets, I was, as it were, quite defenceless.

*1 want your advice, Louis.... It may seem odd to you that I
should say that, but there are moments when I can no longer see my
way clear before me. Which do you think is worse: to disobey the
Church by not Communicating at Easter, or, by obeying, to expose
oneself to the risk of receiving the Eucharist in an improper state of
mind? . . . No, don't answer at once: take your time and give me
a considered reply. Remember what St. Paul said when he spoke
of those who do not fully realize the presence of our Lord's
body. . .."

I told her that my answer didn't need much thought, and that
there was really no dilemma at all, because the confession of her sins
to a priest would ensure her recovering a state of Grace. . . .

"That may be true for you, Louis, my dear: true enough for the
heart of a child. Indeed, I am sure it isl"

She sat down heavily on the edge of my bed. I was in for a long
visit! I must give up all thoughts of Dominique. Instead, I had got
to listen to the outpourings of a haggard old woman.

"For that to be true, the sins must, in the first place, be simple,
easily recognized and defined, capable of being fitted into a formula.
But how do you think I could ever make intelligible to a priest the
problems which are tormenting me? How could he understand my
relations with your father, with the Puybarauds, with Monsieur
Calou, with Mich&le? I have tried three times already. I have been,
in turn, to a Secular, to a Dominican and to a Jesuit All three re-